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THE LLEWELYN MONUMENT. 


I. 


®tRIkE the Harp, strike the Harp, from cot to lordly keep, 
Let Gwynedd’s brave Uchelwyr arouse them from their sleep: 
Strike the Harp, strike the Harp, with heart and emprise high, 
Till patriot crags of Snowdon give back a patriot ery. 





II. 


A Monument to Llewelyn, the brave, the good, the free, 

The Cymro Prince whom Cymru loved, for a Cymro Prince was he ; 

To Llewelyn son of Gruffydd raise the Statue, though *tis known 

That the name which lives in a nation’s breast needs no record built of stone. 


Ill. 


Strike the Harp, strike the Harp, over lake and lea, 

Let the voice of a giant land awake from the Dovey to the Dee; 
A pile of Mona marble to our own true Prince we rear, 

‘Whom ban of Pope nor tyrant scowl from love of home could tear. 


IV. 


Uprouse ye men of Callester, and Mona’s sunny isle, 
Tvefaldwyn, Powys, Arvon join to raise a worthy pile, 
Merioneth, Dinbych, to the Carn bring tribute all and one, 
And ye Dehecudir men of might, each bear a friendly stone. 


v. 


Heard ye how Scotia failed to raise a column to her Chief, 

Great William Wallace, Cymro blood, the dread of border thief? 
But William Wallace, honored name, must lie unhonored still— 
The Saxon Thunderer* raised his voice, and drowned a nation’s will. 


VI. 


Ye shades of Dyfnwal Moelmud, who gave us honest laws, 
Spirit of Hu, the mighty, smile on a people’s cause ; 

What though Caradoc lies erewhile upon a lowly couch, 

To Tyrant nod, so help us God, our land shall never crouch. 


Vil. 


A tombstone to Prince Llewelyn shall glint the summer sheen, 

Though Goth and Thane, Pict, Scot and Dane, with Saxon voice between. 
doin chorus cry to tell us why no tombstone should arise— 

A tombstone to Prince Llewelyn shall ascend before their eyes, 


io A Leader appeared in The Times against the Wallace movement, and Scotland immedi 
ately gave it up ; 
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VIII. 


Oh! a brave man was Prince Llewelyn. He died for hearth and home, 

To the stranger our bodies he would not sell, nor our souls to the Pope 
of Rome. 

He would not cringe to aught on earth, no alien Lord would own— 

He felt that our soil, tongue, body and soul were held under God alone. 


IX. 


King Edward sat right moodily in Rhuddlan’s hall accursed, 
When they brought the Buillt betrayed one’s blood to quench the 
Norman’s thirst. 
On a spear they placed that crowned head. Unkingly thing to see— 
With jibe and jeer mock that head on a spear, because a traitor it would 
not be. 
Des 
That head on the spear, from jibe and jeer dread Nemesis will own, 
And Tudor blood, Liewelyn’s blood, shall sit on Edward’s throne, 


When the Welsh proud line of Henry on the Norman line prevails, 
And o’er the rose of England soars the Lion arms of Wales. 


XI. 


Then wherefore droop my gallant Welsh, shall we in sadness go 
Like men who fly the battle cry whén the chief is laid him low ? 
He is not low, his lineal Heir, Victoria, fils the height 

Of England’s throne, her lawful one but through Liewelyn’s right. 


XI. 


Full well I know, there is a woe that cankers in your breast, 

In Saxon guise, and robber wise your Church has been opprest, 

And ye fear to speak lest aught ye say should nerve disloyal arm 
Then whisper it Cambria to your Queen, her own they shall not harm. 


XIII. 
Come, join to build the marble pile, like a whisper let it be, 
That six long hundred years can not efface your loyalty, 


That Cymry still love Fatherland, that Cambria still is young 
And honours him who knew her wants, her sympathies and tongue. 


XIV. 
Strike the harp, and every heart, oh! may that music stir 
Like zephyr fingers when they play through the tresses of the fir; 
As billows cast before the blast that lords it on the wave, 
Arise each Briton, rojl away the torpor of the grave. 


XY. 
Shall Athens boast her sculptured fanes—Rome raise her marbled head— 
Emblems of peoples long since past, tongues numbered with the dead— 


And Welshmen be in Wales ashamed one monument to shew 
That they live here who did live here three thousand years ago, 





